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grew much louder, and I slung my machine-gun rifle across
my shoulder.

The Ethiopians in front, across the road, grinned broadly
and raised their hands in the Fascist salute. We folded
our arms. The noise, both treble and bass, was over-
whelming.

As we looked out into the road disguising our humiliation
under an appearance of chilly interest, the army which had
brought so much misery to an obscure corner of the world
roared past the Legation gates, with geraniums in their
caps.